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every   drawing-room   table.     One   must   speak  of nothing but  the  latest   doings  at the Gaiety,   the pictures of the last Academy, the ripest outcome of scepticism in the Nineteenth Century, or the aftermath in the Fortnightly.    If I were to talk to our Secretariat man about the harvest prospects of the Deckan, the beauty of the Himalayan scenery, or the book I have just published in Calcutta about the Rent Law, he would   stare at  me with  feigned   surprise  and horror.
"When he thinks of his own native land,
In a moment he seems to be there ; But, alas ! AH Baba at hand Soon hurries him back to despair."
ALT  BABA.